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IIEN 1 went to Washington to
spe Benator Murk Hanna T had
not the lenst sense af the tre-
mendons Importance of my mis-
sion. T have seen a good deal of

poverty of lute. I have seen men starving

and 'women goltig mad for want of food.

1 have sesn little chlldren dying of famine,

and 1 have seen old women who crled and

bent their breasts and call on the God of

Israel to send some hope Into their desper-

ate days.

I have seen whole towns wiped ount of
existence, and I have seen mills shut down
nnd factorles close, and I have Iooked upon
the dead fnees of men and women who
bave killed themselves rnfher than to die
from hunger like & starved dog.

I have eeen all these things within the
epace of a few weeks and within the com-
pass of & day's ride on the train from the
riohegt olty In America.

I wantedl to tell Senntor Hanna about
wome of thess things. He I8 & busy man,
Ho may not koow of them,

1 waonted to bear what he would esay
about poverty and what he wounld think
thout prosperity.

I wanted to ask him some gquestions—
some perfectly plain, everyday questions—
about some perfectly plain, everyday
thinga. T thought thiat It was a perfectiy
easy thing to do.

T thought that Senator Hanna might be
glad of an opportunity to expiain a few
little things llke the suleldes and the fall-
ures and the strikes which have come with
his *‘prosperity.’"

So I, went to Washington to gee him, I
drove from the station to tbe hotel In a
queer Httle rlckety carriage with n gor-
geous and resplendent megro coachman to
drlve. The strest was bordered with great
spreading trees, and at every few blocks
we cnme npon a llttle three-cornered park
ablaze with BSouthern roses. The pave-
mefit was as gmooth s n pollshed foor.

“Neyah bean In Washington befo’?"' snld
the conchman, beaming at me,

ir;{o.n gald 1.

“Mighty pretty town, Washington,” sald
the coachmnn. ’

““Here comes the Treasury.,” He pointed
with his whip. “¥ou saw the monument
fdown thers? Here's Pennsylvania avenue.
Here comes the Senator.'

“Senator who?"' snld 1. i

The goachman turned and rolled a round
nnd astonlshed eye at me.

YSenntor Hanna," he said.
runs

“That's
kind of & zhtish geay.
b 1™ :

The stont gentleman in lightlsh gray was
~walking down the street In & great hurry.

Hiz foce wns very red, osud he stepped
pompously. Two men walked sith Wim,
‘4nd slx or seven walked belilnd him,

The men whe walked with him were
fistening wilh enger defersnce to something
he wos saying.

The men who Hhalted behind him looked
at once enger and despondent.

“Ofice seekers,” sald the coachman.
Then I went to the Capltol and gat In the
marble antervom of the Senate Chamber
and sent in u note to & Western Senator 1
know.

The Western Senntor came oot and talked
shout the climaté of hls State and about
Washington and about belng homeslck, And
then he neked what he could do for me.

“] want to see Senator Hannn," pald 1.

“Oh!" sald the Western Senator. ‘“Well,
Senntor Hanne s o very busy man.*

8o they say,” sald 1.

“Phe Western Senator gave me n very
prgent letter to Senator Hannn, snd I went
up Inte the Indles” gallers and walted to seq
the busy Senator appear.

The galleries were full of people—strang-
ers and slghtseers, most of them.

Senator Cannon, of Utah, wus spenking.
He was very eloquent. He tnlked nbout the

reedom of the Amerlcan people. He spoke
t thelr opportunities, and he drew o glow-
8% pletire of the sterling character and
honest Independence of the real American.
A man with & polnted beard and eye-

‘brows ke o stage Mephlsto lenned out of

~ the diplomnts' gallery and lstened with a
- ‘sardenic smile. ) _q}{_-l

The Iidles In my I&I{ui-y Wwhispered to

. each other, ‘Isn't he eloquent?’ they gald.

. Somie of the Scuntors llstened to the

‘speech, Some of them wrote letters, some

‘of them tulked together und some of thom

“*Him that

him—that stout gentieman In
“See "em all after

The pages ran In fnd out with messages

out again, but Sennlor Hanna 41d nol come,
When the Senate adfourned 1 walled ant
behind a bridal couple.

“Whasn't It mean,” sald the bride. *“Sen-
ator Hanpn didn't come.'”
“Well," sald the bridegroom, “Senator

Hnnna {8 a very busy man"
I went up to the hotel
Hanns lves,

There wers elght people’ walting for

. yawned.

him. *“I've been hére since O this riorn-

“I pictured myself talking to him tete-a-tete.
him questions—some perfectly plain, everyday

Ing,” mald an old withercd womnn, *“The
man saye he'll be In any minats,

“The Senator Is a very busy man,” eatd a
bustiing, fox-faced Httle man with an alert
and anxious eye.

Senator Haunn d1d not come to hia hotel
to dlnner,

For two dayn I stayed In Washington and
heard about Senator Hanna,

“Weom a photograph made by the Joursa I's apecias puctographer, ln qi.m- Pa,

where Senatoy |

!

Senutors came In, &1t a moment aod weit | and every one talked of Spnator HAnna.

1 tiet nll gorts and conditions of penple,

No one sild much abont the Prosident, ex-
cepion dipiomss, and he said:

“Wohear that President MeKinler 1 n
man. of the most domestie tastes troly, o
husband of ({lie most devoted kind. Anter.
lean ladles wust admlire greatly this model |
of an Ametléan | Bdsbandg. "

Od the third day I met Benator Hanna.

Byery human bolpz 18 In some way a
carlonture of some pactlenlar animal.

Senator Hanna belongs to the genus plg.

He looked exactly like n eigdn,  well-
graomed, well-fpd, ennping-eyed, eduneated
Ml dressed  dn gray elothes, e didn't
act ke a plg. Te was rather nlessant. Me
shaok'l_:mdﬂ. ind he azked me bhow T jiked
Washington, and he spid he was afratd it
was golig to be hot, ang his jittle shinlog
eyes twinkled cunningly At me, just us an
educated piz?g eyes twinkle when he's go-

4

Ing tn &peil VO G, or do some other of his
ciever rieks,
He tnlked genervalities for o mintte or

two, and then he made an apmintment

with mefor 0 o'clock the next morning. |

When I went back to the hotel T found
thutt Davas regasdell ps a wondernlly forin-
nnte belng. The Man of the Hour had
nitunlly spoken to mel

The bride sat at my tobie
Iy envilous.

“I shall feel real menn going homse,* sha
salili “I've scen the Capits!l upd the mono-

She was opern-

-

ator isa Very Busy Man.”

ment and the President and the Whites [ when we were marcied, nn'

Honse and the wilspering gallery, “but 1
boven't seen Senntor Manne, and 1 wont
see him now."”

grod wHys to sce.’”

fellows open thelr éyes.

leah, who sat at the brlfle's table,

I eall bim an Esrir Amerlean, beeanse he
looks fust lke the pletures of great men
In the old American histories. e and his
wife had ecome to Washhizton on thelr
silver wedding trip. T red ent West
In a little pratrie sdliage, and ther Lnd a
“store” there, and ther Lud plathed the
Washington trip ever sitcs they were mar-
Tied.

“Mother, ghe was alssss possessed to) glad we.pame.

see Washingion,"
can,

£nld

e

—
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Ih

we always

'lotted on comin' some day or other. And,
sure enough, hers we be,
eatue.

“Well," sald the bridegroom, “I'd a liked we'rs glad we cume.
to see him. Any man that ean make $20,- | ¥ounger.
000,000 -out of nelhlng s worth golng a | it

We're glad we
It's a long vide on the ears, but
I feel n good deal
It's o flue ¢ity, and I'm proud of
I guees It makes some of those forelgn
We saw the Presi.

*That's :ight,” chimed In an Early Amer. | dent yesterday. He took us by the hand,

How About the Supperless Miners, Mr. Hannad |

“Wtihin a radius of fifty miles of this city there are
probably more than 30,000 miners and their familics. If
you were to go from one toanother, I give you my word

 that fully half of them will tell you they do not know where
their supper is to come from."—From an iuterview with
an officer of the United Mine Workers of America, in Pitts-
burg, published in the Journal Apsil 11.

And

What of the Starving Village of Gladden?

*To grasp the horror of it all, you must remember
that this village of Gladden is only one out of a thousand
such settlements, where fo a greater or less extent the
same conditions of ;J.gony and privation and keen hunger
prevail."—From the report of the Journal’s commissioner
to the Pennsylvania mining districts, published April 11,

i

I

tho. Farly  Amer) | out onr Y. '‘Crops are goml, tever bet-
“We vouldn't go on o wedding trip tor but it don't pay to hurvest

thought it was a perfectly easy thing to do”

I
real eordinl, T Nelpsdte eleit him. I tala !
Lfin wo,’ and e sepmed real plensed. 1
[lzed ‘o see Senntor Henna, ta gpeak to, 1
mean.  We saw him o the Senpgte. He
looked Just Hke the Masor of your town |
at home.  Kind o' profporous, an' strong-
hesded. He's a preter hig man.

“Thnes alot 8o good out West ns they
wni, an' T Jdon't suppose mother and mo |
will et wo far from home ngatn, but wa're
Fuarmers aint doin' much

‘em, There!

: I wanted to hear vhat he would say about Poverty and what he would think about Prosperity. T wanted to ask
questions—about some perfectly plain, everyday things. I

But “The Sen-

was gome talk of more mills goin” np, but
they haven't yet, and seems to me times
get harder every year pow. 1 don't sce
how it is. Folks want too much, I guess.

That's what our son says. Our son, he's
got a mine down lere In Panneyivania.
Ho has & lot of trouble with {t. He says
the miners alnt never coutented. He says

they want to make as much moncy as the
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President of the United States. If he goos

to eng dowp (heir wages, when he’s got to,
to keep things movin'. iher up an’ strilks
and muke o terribde todo, Bays yon'd

think he was rolbin' "em. An® hp's willin’
to give "em work the yedt ‘round, too.
“We're goln' tp visit Mim on our wny
home. He's doin’ real well. Got a big
house, and n whole slew o' servants. Start-
¢fl out In the stove business, ssmo aw I
did, but my, be's got o head on bim, an’ T
pewer did have for money. Me gets peal

put out seith nie sometimes, the way I
do things at home. He sdys buslness lu
business, bul my! I've got to treat my

nelgliboras lke neighbors when tlmes get
bhord. It nlnt as I they was strangers,
¥on know. But son. lLe can't see it. He
left tuy $tore when he was quite a boy, be-
canse I would trist, when times got hard.

“He's a great fellow, Son 1s. Talks mo
kind o' hard-hearted—an' yet he glves
Iofs to the churcl, an' he gent mother an'
me the monay for our trlp, Wounll make
us take It. and sald we should put up at
the best horels they had, Secing Elnd o'
wasteful, pagin’ regnln® price, an' not
entin” Hulf that's st before you,'but Som,
be'd be wmad 1f we Qdn't do ss he said.
He's n iy McKlsoler man, Sent sll his

~miners IMite town en a special traln to vote

foe Wim. He ktows all the Ins and outs
ef politles, Son' does. He knows Senator
Hanna, He snys he's a real good man., He

and Lim hoe stood together in one of them
Indie strlkes. Bon's got some lnke property,
He says suilors aro ns bad ns tnlners to
grt along with, but be sars him an® Hanoa
Enow how to fix "em, so It's all right,

“Mother, glhe felt nwful the other day.
Elie read It the paper about some miners
that was starvin® an' she copldn't stand
it, but T told Leor It was all talk. Son says
80. ‘He says them that starve, starve jost
out o' pglipess. And Son kuvows. He's got
dealin’s with them. | tell mother sha can
see for tecsell when we visit Son. He'll
take us to the mines and lot us see the
whole thing. Ever seen a coal mine?™

“Yos" salhd 1L

T P'ennsy lvanta? sald mother, sagerly.

*Yes," sald L

Whsrp way 182

T told thens whera It was, and the two
ol Inces friny shone.

“Wiy, ft niust have been Son's milne®
sl Aother, supeny

“Well, well. Alnt 'the warkl small? 1"l
teil lilm about 1. He'll take ns all through
we'll gre nil there 1s to gee. Son, he's
tell us all about it a hundred tlmes, but
theri's nothin' ke your own cyes: Is they,
Maother:™

*No,” salldl Mo her, smilicg; “they alnt™

And 1 thought of the men who work in
thcse mines, the stifvin s Lrowbenten, hope-
1tas, Ledrtbroken men, And of the women:
kind and children of the mines, the women
who ek HRe bedten animals, and the
chlidren ‘who e for want of decent fooil
I thought of the men who worked for this
very Son of theirt—men who risk thelr llives
evety day for 4 pitianee which is net
enoigh t Lkesp bolr and soul together,
atl of “Bon™ and his pretty wife, nnd hiz
rosy children amd hiz fize house, and of
*Son™. hlmself, with his bhard cyes and his
grosy mouth, and hlg greed. and his cruel-
ty. and bis viter want of human sympathy
for the wretched crenturezs who are his
slaves—and T wondered low he would ex-
plajin things to “Mother.™

“Well.” sald the Early Amcrlean, push-
Ing brek his plate. “i'm golng to oy anad
gee Senator Hanus, 1've tried boce or
twice. but Le's pritty busy. Mother, sha'y
set and determined ro ask him shont those
miner, storles.”

“I tell you,” enid I, *T have an appolnt

ment with him, Way don’t you come
with me. You'll Be sure o cateh him
then "

We went to the Senator's office,

“The Semptor has gone out,” sald the
Beeretary.

“But the appolntmeig—7"*

The secrctary lovked very grave,

“The Seoator fs a very bosy man,™ he
sald.  “You know ha Is the Man of the
Hoor, now.” ,

And that Is all T over saw of the ‘“‘Man
of the Hour," the min who dominates
Washington na a giannt lootus among pre-
mis, the wman who would be chosén by
thie intelligent forelzner gy the Ameriean
type.

I wish he had kad time to wee “Mother.”
1 would have llked to hear her ask bhim
ahout the miners and the sallors.

I wonder what he wonld have sald.

WINIFEED BLACE.
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